Heirs of the Symbolists
For an old bitch gone in the teeth,
For a botched civilization,
Charm, smiling at the good mouth,
Quick eyes gone under earth's lid,
For two gross of broken statues,
For a few thousand battered books.
Here are Pound's fit words, Pound's personal cadences, here
is Pound's lasting rage at the mob-minded money-lusting
crew that holds the world in fee. These poems are not dictated
by a desire to turn upon his followers, to adopt a new mode.
They are the sublimed essence of the most violent of his
Cantos.
The main part of Mauberley has its counterpart in Eliot's
repeated attacks upon the nouveau riche who wears so awk-
wardly the appurtenances of a cultural tradition to which he
was not born, in Burbank With A Baedeker: Bleistein With
A Cigar) in the Sweeney poems and The Hippopotamus. But
though Eliot, too, was for a while the votary of Gautier, he is
not, except in a very limited sense, the classicist he sometimes
claims to be. On the contrary, his nostalgia for the withered
glories of the past (which are more strongly present to him
than its ugliness), his terror of contemporary confusions and
their issues, mark him plainly as a romantic. While insisting
on the value of impersonality, and declaring that the poet may
as readily make use of emotions which he has not experienced
as of those with which he is familiar, Eliot at the same time
confesses that *what every poet starts from is his own emo-
tions'. Even in creating a dramatis persona, he observes, the
work 'consists in the process of the transfusion of the per-
sonality, or, in a deeper sense, the life of the author into the
character*, and he says further that his personages, if they
are to be alive, must dramatize, if in *no obvious form, an
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